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The Comeback 

was a dark, stormy night in November when a 
igh-powered automobile was speeding over the 
7’et and sandy coastal highway between Charleston 
and Savannah. Vivid flashes of lightning split the sky, 
the thunder roared continually and the tall pines as they 
moaned in the wind seemed as though they were a multi- 
tude of departed spirits sighing over their fate. Far off 
could be heard the rolling surf as the wtaves mounted with 
the rising wind, and the rain poured down as if the heavens 
themselves had burst. 

Cursing the weather and cursing the country, Frank 
Grenville peered through the windshield of his car, and as 
much by guesswork as anything else, tried to hold it in the 
road. Suddenly a small road turned off to the left. Throw- 
ing on the brakes he skidded halfway round in the road 
and stopped. 

“This must be the road,’’ he said. “Now let me remem- 
ber these directions. He told me to go down about fifteen 
miles on this highway and I would see a road turning off 
to the left, the only one for about two miles along there on 
the left side. I was then to go down this road toward the 
inlet, where I would find an old cabin. I was to wait there 
till tomorrow night, when a boat from the ‘Sally^ is to land 
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me my load of 'Scotch.’ I don’t half like this coming down 
here the night before, as if I was on a fishing trip, anyway ; 
but the boss he’s mighty scary here lately, as if somebody 
like me is afraid of a few revenue officers.” 

U/pon turning off into the road Frank had to proceed 
slowly. It appeared, after some distance, to be an old 
driveway rather than a road. Stately old oaks, laden with 
the long gray Spanish moss which streamed out in the 
wind, were growing, or as it rather seemed, were planted 
along the edges. 

Frank, not wishing to be stuck in the mud on the side 
of the road, sat humped over the wheel peering through the 
rain and driving very slowly. 

"This roiad must have been built for carriages or bug- 
gies or something on that order,” he muttered, "for it’s a 
cinch that the bozo that built it never drove an auto.” 

While he was speaking in no too complimentary style of 
the road and its builder, he saw a dim light in a cabin on 
the left. 

"Now who can that be occupying that cabin?” he asked 
himself. "Well, it don’t make any difference to me if it’s 
the boss himself ; he’s going to come out of there, because 
I haven’t driven a hundred and forty-seven miles since din- 
ner and not have a place to sleep.” With that thought in 
his mind he approached the light. 

Frank was a bootlegger from a city of northern Georgia, 
but he was something far worse than that. He was a de- 
generate member of a once great and honorable family. 

For generations the Grenvilles had lived in the same 
part of the country where Frank was now seeking his meet- 
ing place. Once wealthy planters, they had owned a large 
plantation, and there generations of young Grenvilles were 
raised, even down to Frank’s father. But there their 
honor and wealth together passed away, for oppressed by 
gambling debts, he had sold the place, and then ashamed 
of his actions, he had moved to Georgia to hide his dis- 
honor. Here he had reared his only son, Frank, whose 
thirst for excitement had led him into the lower paths 
of life. " 
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Frank’s father never talked to him about his ancestors 
or the plantation when he was young”, or even after he had 
reached his manhood, but when he lay on his deathbed he 
told his son who his people were and that he ought to be 
proud of his name. But he had waited too long. 

“What have all these folks who are dead got to do with 
me?” thought Frank to himself. “Father, he didn’t ever 
say or care ai^ything about them, so why should I?” 
And with that he had forgot about it. 

As Frank neared the light he saw that it came from a 
small cabin in the back yard of what appeared to be an old 
plantation house. 

“Well, this certainly can’t be the pace that I’m looking 
for,” he said; “but, anyway, I’ll go in and find out some- 
thing about this country.” 

Buttoning his slicker tightly about his neck he jumped 
out of his car and knocked violently on the door. 

“Who dat out dere?” called a voice from within. 

“Open the door, you black scoundrel, or I’ll break some 
bones in you,” shouted Frank, whose temper wasn’t im- 
proved any by the rain dripping off his coat into his shoes. 

“De Lord hab mercy on us,” cried the voice as a sound 
of shuffling feet came from inside. 

Suddenly the door opened and Frank stepped inside and 
began to shake some of the water from himself. 

“You sho am dampish, suh,” said the voice, and Frank 
turned and beheld an old and decrepit negro who supported 
himself with an old home-made cane. 

Some regret was felt by Grenville for addressing the old 
darkey so roughly, and remembering how his father used 
to speak to old negroes, he replied : 

“Well, uncle, there is something of a storm going on 
outside ; but here, I am lost, and I want to find my way to 
Stono Inlet.” 

“Well, suh, if yo’ come frum Charleston yo done pass 
dat road, cause it am one back frum here.” 

“By the way, uncle, who does this plantation belong 
to?” 
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“It now am a huntin’ lodge, but don’t nobody stay here 
much now, and seein’ as yo’ is wet and tired, jes’ come on 
up an’ I’ll jes’ fix yo’ up a fire.” 

“Well,” mused Frank to himself, “the boat don’t come in 
until tomorrow night, and my name is not Frank Grenville 
if I drive all the way back through this rain.” Speaking 
aloud he replied: 

“Uncle, I am going to take you up on that, so let’s go 
and get this fire started.” 

Taking a lantern the old darkey led the way up to the 
house and soon an inviting and cheerful fire was blazing 
in the great open hearth. 

Frank drew himself up a chair and sat pensively in 
the warmth. The bright flames threw changeful shadows 
about the large room. Here the mounted head of a huge 
buck was illuminated by the fire, and out of a dark corner 
the stern features of some old gentleman' and plantation 
owner glared at him from an oil painting, as it seemed, 
in anger at being disturbed by the fire. 

As he slowly looked about the room there came under 
Frank’s wondering gaze, here a kindly old grandmother 
in a lace bodice, and there some ancient cavalier. Maps of 
the swamps, mounted heads of deer and wildcats, stuffed 
game birds of all sorts, old guns and innumerable objects 
that are common to all the old plantation houses of the Low 
Country adorned the walls. 

“Gee, this must have been some swell place in its day,” 
muttered the astonished Frank. “I’m sure I wouldn’t mind 
living here, especially in the hunting season.’ 

The old negro, who had been preparing some coffee, 
and who was handing Frank a cup, heard his remark. 

“Yessuh, dere am some right smart shootin’ round here 
in de winter.” 

Frank did not reply, but took the coffee and settled in 
his chair. 

Tired by the all-day drive he was becoming drowsy 
when he suddenly remembered a statement of the old negro. 

“I say, uncle, you say this is a hunting lodge now ; what 
did it used to be?” 
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“Well, suh, dis am one ob de oldest plantashuns in dis 
part ob de country. I’s ’bout ninety-three, and it wuz 
old when I wuz born.” 

“That sounds interesting, but could you tell me who has 
been owning this place all this time?” 

“Up till nigh ’bout forty years ago Marse John Grenville 
he owned dis place, but his son, he up an’ sold it.” 

“Grenville, you say?” 

Yessuh, dis am de old Grenville place. Grenvilles wuz 
livin’ here when I wuz born and I hear tell dat dey wuz 
befo’ de American Rebellium.” 

“Well, uncle, my name is Frank Grenville.” 

‘To’ don’t say. Well, dere is de old Gunnel Frank Gren- 
ville hisself,” replied the darkey, pointing to an oil painting. 

Suddenly there rushed back to Frank that which his 
father had told him on his deathbed. 

“So this is where my ancestors were reared,” he 
thought. “Father just said it was down by Stono Inlet 
somewhere, but I never thought about it any more, nor ever 
dreamed of running across the place.” 

Frank got up and walked over to look at the portrait 
which the darkey had indicated. Looking down at him was 
a handsome man in the blue and buff uniform of a Colonel 
in the Continental army. He was handsome, yet his clean 
and stern features made him appear somewhat fierce, and 
the long, rapier buckled on his side by no means pacified his 
appearance. 

“You say this man’s name is Frank Grenville?” he 
inquired. 

Yessuh, dat am Gunnel Frank Grenville,” replied the 
negro, eyeing the picture with some pride. “He owned mah 
grandaddy, an’ him an’ his reg’ment ob sojers sho’ made 
dem Britishers sca’ce round here.” 

“By the way, uncle, are all these paintings here of 
Grenvilles ?” 

Yessuh, dese am de pickshues ob de oldest son ob ebery 
generashum, an’ dese wimmin is also Grenvilles.” 

Frank passed from one painting to another and here 
and there he found some reminder of his father. Some- 
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how as he stood here, looking at his ancestors, long since 
dead, with the light of the fire playing about on the walls of 
the room, he felt strangely moved. He felt ashamed, he 
knew not why; but everywhere he turned he met, as it 
seemed, reproving glances from the old paintings. How- 
ever, he passed around the room and looked at each one, 
and as he looked on every new one he felt additional shame. 

Finally he came back to the portrait of the Colonel. This 
one in particular seemed to impress him, and as he stood 
there gazing at it he almost fancied he saw his father's 
face there. 

‘‘What is the matter with me? Why do these pictures 
seem to look so angry with me?" asked Frank of himself. 
“Well, I guess it's because I am so tired and am just imag- 
ining things," he told himself. 

He once more settled down before the fire and soon dozed 
off into a fitful sleep. All night the picture of Colonel 
Grenville hung in his dreams. Now he saw him, a young 
Colonial officer leading his troops through the marshes and 
encouraging them by his spirited words. Again he saw 
him charging a British position and inspiring his troops by 
his heroic example. Again he would see him speaking to 
what appeared to be an assembly. 

And thus the night slowly passed and with it the storm, 
and when Frank awoke the golden morning sun of autumn 
was just tipping the treetops. The sky was clear and, as 
always after a storm, extremely blue. The air was pleas- 
antly cool and the trees and grass, wet from the recent 
rain, sparkled in the early sunlight. 

Outside, Frank heard the old darkey singing as he 
hustled about doing his morning chores. Arising and tak- 
ing one more good look at the old Colonel, Frank went out 
into the yard. 

“Uncle, would you mind coming here just a minute?" he 
called. 

“No, suh, boss; be right dere soon as I runs dis here 
hog outen de shed here." 

Accomplishing this task he shuffled up to where Frank 
was standing. 
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“Uncle, do you know any more about C!olonel Grenville 
than you told me last night?” 

“Why, no suh, boss; except dat he am buried ’bout a 
mile up dis same road you come down las’ night. All de 
Grenvilles am buried dere up till here lately. He am buried 
under a hebby, square-like tombstone, de fuss one by de side 
ob de road.” 

“Well, uncle, you’ve been mighty nice to me, so here is 
five dollars for you.” 

“Great gawd! I ain’t had so much money at onest in 
fo’ years. Be sho’ an’ come back some mo’, Marse Frank.” 

With the phrase “Marse Frank” still ringing in his ears 
young Grenville got into his car and drove off. 

“Well, my guess was right,” he thought, “this road was 
built for carriages.” 

Suddenly at a bend in the road he came upon the little 
graveyard. He hadn’t seen it on the way there on account 
of the storm. It was a typical Low Country graveyard, sur- 
rounded by tall, stately live oaks, which were draped with 
the long Spanish moss. Little vines grew over the tomb- 
stones, and here and there autumn flowers, which no doubt 
were planted there long ago, were regaling themselves in 
the sunshine. 

Stopping his car, Frank got out and walked to the tomb 
described by the negro. Walking about to the farther side 
he came upon this epitaph : 

In Memory of 
FRANCIS GRENVILLE 
A Colonel of the American Army 
and a Member of 
The Legislature of South Carolina 
Born August 7, 1740 
Died June 12, 1800 

Suddenly there came to Frank the reason of his strange 
feeling the night before, and of the reproachful looks of the 
paintings. Here he was a descendant of this noble and 
honored man, breaking the laws and ignoring the officers 
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of that country to which this man had oifered and risked 
his life to give birth. 

He could not find words to express his littleness. He 
was so ashamed of himself that he did not want to go back 
where people were. Lost in thought, Frank sat down be- 
side the tomb and it was a good two hours before he finally 
arose. 

^ “Well,” said he to himself, “the best that I can see of 
this is this : I am the one who is dead and buried under all 
my misdeeds, while this Fi'ancis Grenville, who is really 
dead, seems to be living by his fame.” 

He walked slowly back to his car. 

“It always seems that way in life,” he muttered. “The 
people who are alive and never amount to ansrthing are 
really the ones who are dead, while the ones who are bodily 
dead, but whose names are in the Hall of Fame, are really 
the ones who are alive with us always.” 

Suddenly Frank seemed to have hit upon a conclusion, 
and “stepping on it,” he drove back to Charleston at a 
furious rate. When he arrived he went straight to the 
“boss’ ” office. 

Upon seeing him enter the boss looked both surprised 
and angry. 

“Well, Grenville, you haven’t got the shipment yet, have 
you?” he inquired rather gruffly. 

“No, and what’s more, I am not going to get it or any 
more of them,” replied Frank, as he turned and walked out 
of the door. Moultrie Ball, ’ 27. 
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Mars and Moonshine 



PEAKING of brawls, I saw a little scrap recently 
that would have made the Dempsey and Firpo bout 
look like a wedding. This little incident happened 
at a dance the other night which I managed to “rate” some- 
how or other. 

It happened like this, I think, according to the best evi- 
dence I could secure : The two young contestants happened 
by some odd coincidence to devote their affections to the 
same worthy lady, and to top off the event another dude 
brought the girl to the dance. 

Now these two sheiks, in order to snuff out the fire 
which kindled within them, got a breeze off a jug and by 
the time the ball was in full swing in walked the two rivals 
arm in arm — because they could hardly stand up any other 
•way — with all thoughts of their trouble banished from their 
hearts. 


During the time that followed our two friends gave all 
the sub-debs the rush, especially our girl friend. Came in- 
termission, as usual, to give the noise makers and couples 
a rest and something to eat; but as Fate ordained, our two 
heroes decided that the great open spaces called them, so 
they retired to the lawn, staggering. 

In the meantime our girl friend and her boy friend 
went for a stroll on the lawn in the moonlight. Now you 
know how a moonlight night affects a young couple. Well, 
Mr. Moon did his usual stunt with this couple. Of course 
they were not the only ones strolling, but this couple is the 
only one in view. 

After sitting on the bench — no, this is not football — 
for a while, our couple, instead of being good, started 
struggling; not neckin’, but fighting like a boy and girl will 
do sometimes ; you know how it is. Well, about that tim.e 
our boy friends appeared on the scene. The fun started 
and before the girl’s opponent could run, why he had the 
queer feeling of "being jumped, and not wishing to be a 
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door mat, he pulled a Houdini and escaped from this strug- 
gling mass, along with the girl. 

The blows that the rescuers exchanged were really too 
bad, and finally our stars awoke to the fact that they were 
mauling each other and that the third party had escaped. 
Well, that made things worse, and the massacre started 
again because each thought the other had let the boy get 
away. 

By the time they had started again a crowd from the 
dance had milled about, and although it hurts me to de- 
scribe such a scrap, I think I shall do so. They had already 
taken off their vests and coats and they began exchanging 
blows that would make a blacksmith hammering iron look 
like he was making up biscuit dough. They hit each other 
with everything but their ties and fell more times than the 
French franc; and speaking of boxing and wrestling, why 
jiujitsu would look as harmless as a game of checkers be- 
side those two dizzy fools. They put more different kinds 
of wrestling and boxing tricks on each other than four or 
five instructors could think up in a week. One spectator 
suggested calling a bull, but I think it would have taken 
four or five to pull off an Armistice act between those two 
wildcats. 

At the end of round one, which was the only round they 
went, for it lasted an hour, more or less, they had taken 
the count four times, and with the help of the kind spec- 
tators the bloody but wiser friends were revived. 

They looked like they had been run over by everything 
but a milk wagon, and after cleaning up a little they had to 
be introduced again, as they couldn't recognize each other. 
After many apologies and pardons they were friends again 
and swore off their girl for life. 


Glenn Fite, '27. 
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A Ride in Uncle Josh’s Ford 

ANG! Bing! Bang! Rattle, Rattle! Rattle! Clink! 
Clink! Clink! Honk! Honk! 

‘Whoa, thah, I tell youi!’’ exclaimed the irritable 
Uncle Josh as he drew up to the curbing in front of his 
‘‘lady’s” house. “You scandiferous contraption, you, Tse 
a gwine git yuh yit.” 

Uncle Josh was a sight to see as he got out of his Ford. 
He was attired from head to foot from a pattern of a comic 
valentine. He had on a grey-checked “race horse” suit, a 
flaming red tie, purple and white socks, a big black derby, 
a combination of yellow kid and black patent leather shoes, 
and lastly a big paste diamond stuck in his tie. In other 
words, he was the “Sheik of Alabami,” as he expressed it. 

“Mirandy, 0 Mirandy!” shouted Uncle Josh when he 
had entered the house, “is yoah ready to go ridin’ wi’ me? 

“ Jes’ a minit. Josh ; I’se fixin’ mah hair now.” 

“Jes’ laik ’at air contrary Ford o’ mine,” murmured 
Uncle Josh, “nebber ready to go when yoah want it to.” 

“Well, is yoah ready?” asked Uncle Josh after Mirandy 
had finally appeared. 

“Yes, I is all ready to go,” answered Mirandy. 

“Well, le’s git started, foah dere ain’t no tellin’ when 
we is gwine git back,” said Uncle J osh. 

So they both went out and got into the Ford and pre- 
pared for an enjoyable ride. Uncle Josh stepped on the 
starter, but alas, of all times, the engine gave no response. 
So Uncle Josh gripped the crank and started cranking the 
car. After many oaths and much cranking he finally got a 
feeble response from the motor. 

“Mirandy, pull that domajigger down, pull it quick,” 
shouted Uncle Josh. 

“Which’n? I don’t see none,” replied Mirandy. 

Finally, after much cranking, he got it started. “Put- 
put-put, rattle-rattle-rattle,” the dilapidated car started 
down the road. No sooner had they gone two blocks when 
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they approached a long, steep hill, and Uncle Josh prepared 
to take it full speed. 

Hold yoah hat now, Mirandy, ’case I is gwine run 
down this hill laik a streak ob greased lightnin’.” 

“Now, Josh, doan yoah go fas’, case you is libel t’ wreck 
us,” said Mirandy. 

“Doan yoah feah nuthin’ when yoah hab’ me a chauf- 
ferin’ fer ye. I’se a fus’ class James,” replied Uncle Josh. 

“Ooooooo-eeeeh,” shouted Mirandy as the Ford gathered 
speed and rattlingly bumped down the hill. 

“Oh, mah goodness,” exclaimed Uncle Josh, as he saw 
a bad ditch all the way across the road. 

Mirandy gave one shrill scream and held on for dear 
life. 

Clankety-clank !” Something fell off as they crossed 
the ditch. 

“I shoah hopes thet ain’t the engine!” shouted Uncle 
Josh above the noise the ramshackle car was making. 

^en at last the Ford reached the bottom of the hill the 
engine coughed, gave one final, feeble response, the car 
coasted along a few feet and refused to move. Uncle Josh 
got out, lifted the hood, which was about to fall off, and in- 
spected the engine. 

The blankety blank dumgoodle scoun’ell on this yeah 
combusticated funnydoodle done gone an’ fell off when we 
crossed thet air canyun back yonder, and we ain’t goin’ no 
fudder,” ejaculated Uncle Josh, after his inspection of the 
engine. “Yoah sho’ am de mos’ contraries’ thing thet ebber 
wuz.” 


“Well?” said Mirandy, icily, after her fears had been 
calmed. 

“It shoah am wuss den dat replied Uncle Josh. 

Niggah, whut do yuh mean takin’ a respectable woman 
out and springin* thet old story ’bout sum/fin’ gone wrong?” 
asked Mirandy, rather haughtily. ‘‘Yoah doan’ ’spect me 
to stay heah till yoah git it fixed, do yuh?” 

Well, do as yoah please jes’ so yoah doan bother me,” 
answered the old man, rather shortly. 
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On which, Mirandy, fuming and raging, went off down 
the street and left Uncle Josh to his ill fate. 

“Well, I ain’t goin’ nebber take another fool woman 
ridin’ till my las’ day!” exclaimed Uncle Josh, returning 
his attention to his Ford. 

Manuel Valaske, ’28. 



Her Bachelor Boy 

|RS. OPHELIA PAGE, her hair white with age, and 
her son Jack, now a man of thirty-eight, lived very 

comfortably on a farm. Aunt Mandy had been a 

faithful cook and servant for many years and was very 
devoted to Miss Ophelia and Mr. Jack. The fourth mem- 
ber of the household was a brown and white fox terrier. 
Snip, and a true pal to Jack. Mrs. Page having noticed 
that her son had been a bit blue for some weeks, encouraged 
him to make a long-promised visit to the city to see Cousin 
Blanche. 

While Jack was away the whole household was de- 
pressed, and Mrs. Page was delighted when Sallie Tupes, a 
maiden lady about Jack’s 'age, and a friend of the family, 
paid her weekly visit to the Page home. 

Mrs. Page and Mandy often discussed Salhe’s attention 
to the family. They liked her very much but believed J:hat 
all these years she had been making an effort to win Jack s 
affection. Of course. Jack had never dreamed of such an 
affair and believed Sallie just a real good pal. 

Cousin Blanche had another visitor at this time, a Mrs. 
Flora Phillips, quite an attractive young widow to whm 
Jack Page lost his heart from the moment he met her. He 
surely must have had a very pleasant visit, for he stayed 
a full month. When Sallie learned when he was to return 
home she made it convenient to be the one to bring him 
from the train. She was so glad to see him. She had been 
so very, very lonely. Had he missed her much . 

Jack was glad he had been missed. “Say, Sallie, I sure 
have had a dandy time, but I am glad to get back home. 
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Everything looks so good to me. Why, you look prettier 
than you ever did. How is Mom, and Snip and Mandy?'’ 

^‘Oh, Jack, do you know this is the first time you have 
ever said I look pretty. I'm — " 

‘‘How did you say Mom was?" Jack interrupted, not 
dreaming of being sentimental. 

“Oh, she's all right, Jack. She was a bit worried for 
fear some city flapper should steal her only boy," was Sal- 
lie's reply. 

“Well, Sallie, do you think she need worry about me? 
Do I look like a man who would fall for a flapper? No sir- 
ree. Mom need never worry over that. No flapper for me. 
But, Sallie, what would you think about an old bachelor 
like me really and truly falling in love? Would you think 
me a sentimental old fool?" 

“Why, no, indeed, Jack ; I would think you very wise to 
marry. Your mother will not live always and every man 
needs a companion," said Sallie, and her heart was beating 
a regular tattoo against her breast. After so many years 
was Jack really going to ask her to be Mrs. Page? Per- 
haps he was a bit bashful and needed encouragemtent. And, 
too, what had she heard about “Absence makes the heart 
grow fonder?" Then she began talking again. 

“And, too. Jack, your mother really wants to see you 
settled in life before she has to leave you. I have heard her 
say that so many times. So don't delay too long. Your 
mother is now eighty-two. She really needs the compan- 
ionship and assistance of a young woman." 

“Well, perhaps this is wise counsel, and I will think it 
over, and if I decide to take the step I will tell you first. 
Sallie, will you break the news to Mom? That is the part 
I dread most," said Jack, as he gazed out into the open 
space thinking of this pretty little widow who had so won 
his heart. ! 

“Sure, Jack," Sallie replied, with a merry tingle in her 
voice. Now she had more hope of winning Jack than she 
had ever entertained. 

They were very quiet all the rest of the way home, 
both minds making different plans. 
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Jack Page remained on the farm but a few weeks. 
Then he decided to make a trip to town and offer himself 
to his new found friend and lover. Why waste the days 
trying to decide if she would accept him. 

On his arrival in Jonesboro this beautiful little widow 
met him at the station alone. My, what a splendid oppor- 
tunity. Jack could not let it pass by. He told Flora of his 
love for her and asked her to be his side partner for life. 

Flora replied: “Jack, I am quite fond of you, but we 
must not make such a decision so quickly. I am going to 
carry you to Mother’s, and after you meet the family, if 
you still feel this way, my answer will be ‘yes.’ ’’ 

You can imagine Jack’s great surprise to find not only 
a very pleasant mother of Flora’s, but three quite sturdy 
youngsters — Harry, age seven; Raymond, age five, and 
Pete, age three, whose father had been dead about two 
years. These were genuine boys and in a few days’ time 
Jack had made friends with each of them and they had all 
made plans to depart for the farm Tuesday week. The boys 
were delighted with the idea of Mr. Page as their new 
Daddy. 

Now Jack must make a few arrangements at home. 
Oh, yes, he could depend on Sallie. She had promised to 
break the news to his mother. Jack grabbed his hat with 
this idea in mind, hurried off to the telegraph office and 
sent this telegram : 

Miss Sallie Tupes, Rockwood, Tenn. : 

Remember promise. Tell Mother. Have made plans 
for Tuesday, the 21st. Jack. 

Imagine Sallie’s delight on receiving this telegram. She 
immediately dons her bonnet and starts for the Page home. 

“Dear old Jack! Now he had planned this before he 
left and no doubt is in town buying a ring and making 
other arrangements. Oh, Jack is so bashful’’ were the 
thoughts that passed through Sallie’s mind as she hurried 
to tell Mrs. Page. 

“Well, here I am. It is not a very pleasant thing for a 
young lady to do to tell a mother that she has been chosen 
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by her son for his wife. But my, wasn’t it worth this 
price!” So Sallie braced up for the ordeal as she stepped 
upon the Page threshold. 

Back at the Tupes’ residence a special delivery boy was 
ringing the door bell. Mrs. Tupes told him to rush right 
over to Mrs. Page’s with it. He would find Sallie there. 1 

Mandy met the delivery boy at the door and told him to 
go right in, he would find Miss Tupes in the living room 
with Miss Ophelia. 

On entering the living room the boy found the two 
women in each other’s arms with tears in their eyes. 

“Miss Tupes, here’s a special delivery letter,” he in- 
terrupted them, handing Sallie a letter. She hurriedly 
tore it open and began to read aloud : 

Dear Sallie: It can truly be said that I am in love; I 
even forgot to tell you the name of my bride to be. She is 
Mrs. Flora Phillips, a close friend to Blanche — ^ 

With this uttered, Sallie dropped the paper and crumpled j 

to the floor in a deep faint. After calling Mandy to bring I 

water, Mrs. Page picked up the letter and read the rest , 

of it: 

She is very attractive and quite a dear. I am a very 
happy man. Tell Mom all this, Sallie, and tell her also 
to plan to entertain her new daughter-in-law and her three 
robust grandsons Tuesday, 21st. 

Tell her I am getting a bargain for five dollars, a wife 
and three farm hands. Best regards to all. Jack. 

Mrs. Page’s beautiful face lightened with a pretty smile. 

You bet she was proud of her Bachelor Boy. 

John Randolph, ’27. 
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Sam Receives the Grahd Master 

^^IPON Sam Johnson had fallen a great honor. Wash- 
ington Bolivar, the Grand Master of the Loyal Or- 
der of the United Sons of Ethiopa, was visiting 
Nashville and Sam was appointed chairman of the recep- 
tion committee. Sam was highly pleased, for if he gained 
the favor of the Grand Master it would mean much to him 
in his local lodge. 

The night of the Grand Master’s arrival finally came. 
The reception committee had arranged for Bolivar to get 
off at Van Blarcom, a little station outside the Nashville 
city limits. This was because the committee expected the 
whole lodge to turn out for the reception, and for that rea- 
son wished to avoid the crowded Union Station. 

The lodge had assembled at the hall and was going to 
Van Blarcom on a special street car. But a heavy rain 
started falling, so it was decided that they would stay at 
the hall and let Sam go and get the Grand Master, and 
they would receive him there. 

It took some time for Sam to arrange to rent a limou- 
sine from Crowders & Co., undertakers, so in order to 
meet the train Sam certainly had to “step on it.” While 
speeding out Cedar Street it was Sam’s luck to be caught 
by a very wet and angry motorcycle policeman. The police- 
man gave him various pointers on how to drive a car, what 
to do with his brain, proper respect to an officer, etc., not 
to mention a ticket for speeding. So, of course, when Sam 
arrived at Van Blarcom he was not in a very sweet mood. 
He jumped out of the car and hurried in out of the rain. 
Sam was to recognize the Grand Master by the badge of 
the order, but nowhere was to be seen the rising sun and 
the golden crosses of the Loyal Order of the United Sons 
of Ethiopia. While hurrying out of the door Sam bumped 
solidly into a little black man. 

“Look out dere, nigger,” warned Sam, “or Ah’ll hit you 
on yore haid so hard it’ll make you shorter than you is.” 
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When I first came out here to school I would sit in the 
honor room of the old building and look at the picture of 
Montgomery Bell and wonder just what kind of a man he 
was. 

From that picture I drew my conclusions. The picture 
I decided did not do justice to his looks, for I imagined him 
to be fairly good looking, not tall in stature but of medium 
height. He had a high forehead and gray eyes that were 
set a little back into his head, his hair was very dark. His 
very face showed the sternness of his manner, but deep 
back in those eyes was tenderness. In my estimation he 
had a warm heart and especially for boys. He showed this 
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when he did that great deed for the boys around Nashville. 
He was one old rich man who did not forget he had once 
had a hard time getting an education. 

He was one of the rich men of Tennessee in his day, 
but with his richness there was no sign of greed. This old 
man was a rare type of rich men who with their riches 
had charity. 


He must not have been a man who sought to advertise 
himself through his charity, but one who desired to be left 
in the background, and who wanted to be remembered only 
by his kind deeds. Unlike most rich men who think only 
of themselves, he thought of the future of other people. 
He showed this by leaving a big part of his fortune for the 
education of poor boys. The picture impressed me that 
he must have been a man of his word and one that could 
be harsh if necessary. He must have had many friends 
and I am sure that the men he had under him respected 
and loved him. 

Then I have often wondered how many of the rich men 
around this town, who were educated on one of the Mont- 
gomery Bell s scholarships will be as kind to boys as this 
old man was. „ 

Wm. E. Hawkins, ’27. 


A Senior! It feels mighty good to be called that, and 
you may be called that, but are you really a senior? The 
seniors of a school are supposed to be the oldest and most 
intelligent boys in the school, hence they should set an ex- 
ample for the younger boys to follow. But are you acting 
as you should and trying to show the smaller boys the right 
path to follow ? If you are not, you should alter your ways 
immediately, and prove that you are a senior in mind and 
morals as well as in name. If the younger boys see the 
seniors playing around and acting foolishly, then they seem 
to think they can do likewise; and they do have a perfect 
right to do so, for isn’t the senior supposed to show them 
the right thing to do? 

Now the best thing that the seniors can do is to really 
try to show the smaller boys the best thing to do, how to 
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do it, and when to do it, and the only way that the senior 
can do this is to do the right thing, at the right time, him- 
self. Now all you seniors heed this ; really feel the respon- 
sibility of your position and give the younger boys a clean 
example to follow. Do this and you will all see that in a 
short time we will have a better and finer school as well 
as more school spirit. 


All right, fellows, let’s start the basketball season off 
right and everybody that can come out for the team. The 
real practice has not started yet, although we have played 
one game. The regular practice does not start until after 
exams. 

We have our own gymnasium this year and everybody 
will get a chance to show his ability. You may not make 
a regular this year, but next year you will have a better 
chance. There are not many men that make good at any- 
thing the first year, so let everybody come out and help 
old M. B. A. have another state champion team for 1927. 
Earl Blair will be captain of the team again this year and 
Coach Emerson will take care of the coaching end, assisted 
by W. H. Kirkpatrick, who coached our “Southern Cham- 
pion” team this year. Worrall was elected manager and 
has some nice trips, including the Cotton States Tourna- 
ment at Auburn, Ala., in February. 

After Christmas let everybody come out and make 
a better and bigger team for this year. 
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when he did that great deed for the boys around Nashville. 
He was one old rich man who did not forget he had once 
had a hard time getting an education. 

He was one of the rich men of Tennessee in his day, 
but with his richness there was no sign of greed. This old 
man was a rare type of rich men who with their riches 
had charity. 


He must not have been a man who sought to advertise 
himself through his charity, but one who desired to be left 
in the background, and who wanted to be remembered only 
by his kind deeds. Unlike most rich men who think only 
of themselves, he thought of the future of other people. 
He showed this by leaving a big part of his fortune for the 
education of poor boys. The picture impressed me that 
he must have been a man of his word and one that could 


be harsh if necessary. He must have had many friends 
and I am sure that the men he had under him respected 
and loved him. 

Then I have often wondered how many of the rich men 
around this town, who were educated on one of the Mont- 
gomery Bell’s scholarships will be as kind to boys as this 

old man was. „ ,, 

Wm. E. Hawkins, ’27. 
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you may be called that, but are you really a senior? The 
seniors of a school are supposed to be the oldest and most 
intelligent boys in the school, hence they should set an ex- 
ample for the younger boys to follow. But are you acting 
as you should and trying to show the smaller boys the right 
path to follow ? If you are not, you should alter your ways 
immediately, and prove that you are a senior in mind and 
morals as well as in name. If the younger boys see the 
seniors playing around and acting foolishly, then they seem 
to think they can do likewise; and they do have a perfect 
right to do so, for isn’t the senior supposed to show them 
the right thing to do? 

Now the best thing that the seniors can do is to really 
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Edwin Frost, '26, and John 
Ball, '24, freshman and sopho- 
more, respectively, at Dart- 
mouth, are in Nashville for the 
Christmas holidays. 

* * 

Reg^e Atkinson, '21, is the 
proud father of a young daugh- 
ter. as ♦ ;Jt 

The marriage of Brownlee 0. 
Curry, '21, and Miss Frances 
Hampton was celebrated during 
November. 

41 ♦ 

Charles Moss, '20, and Carver 
Lackey, '24, are on the staff of 
the Nashville Banner. 

♦ ♦ 

Tom Martin, James Edwards, 
and Frank Hosse, all of '26, are 
attending Vanderbilt. 

* * * 

Hayes Jakes, '24, is making a 
strong bid for a berth, on Se- 
wanee's cage quint. 

♦ ♦ 

Cannon Puryear, '24, has re- 
ceived a promotion with the 
State Highway Department. 

♦ ♦ # 

Paul Shields, '24, is connected 
with the realty department of 
the Nashville Trust Co. 

♦ * ♦ 

The Y. M. C. A. Ramblers this 
year will look like an M. B. A. 
team of old, with John Temple- 
ton, '22, Herbert (Sweetie) 
Reed, '24, Tom (Duck) Roberts, 
'26, Bernard Spain and Maynard 


(Teeks) Eaton of '26 playing in 
star roles. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Announcement is made of the 
marriage of Cohen Williams, '26, 
to Miss Bandy of Nashville. 

♦ « ♦ 

We have received an an- 
nouncement of the marriage of 
Harold F. Galloway, '09, to Miss 
Elizabeth Shannon Snyder on 
December 15th. 

m 4i * 

Frank Whitehead, '23, is with 
the National Life and Accident 
Co. in their home office. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Jos. W. Gray, '24, v/as placed 
last year by the University of 
Virginia on the list of its distin- 
guished students. This year's 
list has just been printed and 
again his name appears. 

« 4: 4: 

The Notre Dame group — Nich- 
olas Wenning, '23, Kennedy 
Jones, '24, Tom Fossick, and 
Frank Lowery, '26 — ^will be at 
home for Christmas; also Baxter 
Moore, '24, and John Charles 
Ray, '24, of the University of 
Cincinnati, Perry Sawyer, '24, 
of the University of Alabama, 
and all the University of Ten- 
nessee group. 

• « • 

William Martin, '23, senior in 
the Vanderbilt Law Department, 
on two occasions recently filled 
very successfully the chair of 
History at M. B. A. 
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Well, well! Southern champs 
in football! That certainly is a 
big* slice out of the cake! Here’s 
to the football team-! 

* * ♦ 

If somebody don’t look out, 
M. B. A. will walk off with the 
State championship in basketball 
again. We have already beaten 
Ashland City and the Ramblers. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

A vote of thanks is due by the 
whole school to Mr. W. H. Kirk- 
patrick for the wonderful teams 
he has turned out in the last 
two years. We are glad to an- 
nounce that Mr. Kirk will be 
with us next year. 

* 4c ♦ 

In French Five: ‘‘Sisk, what is 
evening in French?’^ 

Sisk: “Uh-ah-sir?” 

Prof.: “Soir; that’s right.” 

* ♦ ♦ 

Profesor Pennington was out 
playing golf. He hit the ball and 
ran around the course for a home 
run. 

♦ * * 

Mr. Cherry: “We haven’t any 
case in French.” 

John B. Wilson: “How about 
‘Suitcase?’ ” 

♦ ♦ * 

Moody: “When I went home 
he was standing at Sixteenth and 
Broad, and he was still there 
when I came to school in the 
morning.” 

Mr. Cherry: “Who was that?” 

Moody: “Jere Baxter.” 


Levine: “Mother, I want a 
haircut just like daddy’s.” 

Mother: “How is that, son?” 

Levine: “One with a hole in 
the middle.” 

« ♦ « 

’Fessor Jim: “Early, spell mis- 
demeanor.” 

Early: “Is that a girl?” 

« * ♦ 

In English Five: “Goodman, 
what is the mark which is used 
to insert a word that has been 
left out?” 

Goodman: “A catastrophe.” 

« ♦ 

Mr. Cherry: “Nine time out of 
ten the boy who is afraid of fail- 
ing will get a better mark than 
the boy who is sure of passing.” 

Tom Hill: “I’ve been afraid 
for three years of not pasing this 
class.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Coggin (in History Five) : 
“Mrs. Ball, did those long trains 
you say the ladies used to wear 
have little wheels under them to 
run on?’*’ 

Lowdown on Blair (president 
of Hoodoos) : “Head by Fuller 
Concrete Co., neck by the hour, 
and body by Fisher.” 

sfc sfs ^ 

Peat: “Goof had an operatiion 
yesterday.” 

Repeat: “How come?” 

Peat: “He had on cotton B. 
V. D.’s and the boll weevils got 
in ’em.” 
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Mr. Ball: ‘‘Noble, one hour 
for shooting firecrackers.*’ 

Noble: “I didn’t shoot it, 
’Fessor. I just lighted the stem 
and threw it away and the darn 

thing exploded.’ ’ 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

JACKASS BLUES 
By George Wilson 
I was gazing one day 
Into yon azure sky, 

And my dreams of the past 
Like the clouds floated by. 

The joys of my childhood 

Passed through my mind’s eye; 
My soul rose rejoicing. 

Like an eagle on high. 

Then like shadows that creep 
When the long evenings wane 
Came my sorrows and woes. 

And my heart ached with pain. 
♦ * * 

“How do you know that’s a 
telephone girl over there?” 

“I said ‘Hello,’ and she didn’t 
answer.” 

♦ ♦ s 

Alice: “One of those fresh 

young boys tried to kiss me. He 
said he had never kissed a girl 
before.” 

Mary: “What did you tell 
him?” 

Alice: “I told him I was no 
experiment station.” 

* * * 

Blair (in restaurant) : “Par- 
don me. Do you serve lobsters?” 
Waiter: “Yes, sir. Sit down.” 
♦ * * 

Vaughan: “Can you sign your 
name with your eyes shut, dad?” 
Dad: “Certainly.” 

Vaughan: “Well sign my, re- 
port card.” 

9i: ^ 

“My tale is told,” said the lit- 
tle boy as he sat on a block of 


Mr. Ball (at banquet): “Ex- 
ams are not far off. You fel- 
lows get down to work and pass. 
It doesn’t take so much brains. 


There’s Brown over there; he 
passes his work.” 

♦ * ♦ 


HOODOO 

The Hoodoos are a well-ktiown 
organization, having more than 
a hundred chapters, which are 
in all parts of the country. It is 
the oldest and largest organiza- 
tion of its kind in the country. 

The eightieth annual conven- 
tion of the Hoodoos is to be at 
Nashville, Tenn., at the Andrew 
Jackson hotel during the first, 
second, third and fourth of July. 
Hundreds of Hoodoos from all 
parts of the country will be on 
hand for the convention. 

The four Tennessee chapters 
are in Nashville: (The Wedoo 
chapter), Memphis (the Theydo 
chapter), Knoxville (the Hedoo 
chapter), and at Columbia (the 
Howdoo chapter). Most all of 
the members of these chapters 
will be at the convention in July. 

President Earl Blair and the 
committtee of entertainment 
has been planning dances and 
dinners and other things to en- 
tertain the Hoodoos during the 
convention. Let’s help President 
Earl Blair make it the greatest 
convention the Hoodoos have 
ever had. It is our duty to do 
this. The people of Nashville 
are only too glad to have the 
Hoodoos to meet in their city. 

« :f: ♦ 

Vaughan (getting on a street 
ear) : “Do you allow monkeys on 
here?” 

Conductor: “If you get up in 
the crowd they may not recog- 
nize you.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 


Things we would like to see — • 
Hackman at school. 

Johnson on time. 

Coggins without one of the 
sweat shirts on. 

Heat in the building on a cold 


day. 

Bass 


and Young not in the 


gym. 
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Somebody pass Caesar. 

Estes not ^‘bummin^ ” a cigar- 
ette. 

’Fessor Pennington not im- 
maculate. 

Goodman not bugging. 

Owen not leading an imagi- 
nary band. 

Blair without a funny expres- 
sion on his face. 

Noble in a serious mood. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Mrs. Johnson: ''Randolph, 

where is your book?” 

Randolph: "That^s what Pd 
like to know.’’ 

* ♦ ♦ 

The WANT COLUMN 

Wanted — To know why Pat- 
ton is called "Baby Face”by the 
whole school. 

Wanted — To know why Moody 
goes to Loew’s every Monday — 
by that certain party. 

Wanted — To know when M. 
B. A. is going to lose a football 
game — by Hum e-Fogg. 

Wanted — To know why Sisk 
didn’t make all city — by the 
football team. 

Wanted — To know the way to 
Knoxville — by H. Johnson. 

Wanted — new Ford — by 
Sisk. 

Wanted — Something new to 
play with^ — by George Wilson. 

Wanted — No more bugging — 
by the Hoodoo pledges. 

Wanted — A hundred on ex- 
ams — by the whole damn school. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Some of the Hoodoo pledges 
were in such a hurry to get to 
school, while Mr. Ball was away, 
that they came in their pa- 

jamas. 

♦ « * 

We would like to change "God 
save the king” to "God help the 
local editors.” 

* * ♦ 

Mrs. Johnson: "Randolph, 
close your book.” 

Randolph: “I can’t. Good- 

man has his fingers in it.” 


Mrs, Ball: "Who was Joan of 
Arc?” 

Shwab: "Noah’s sister.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

WINTER 

Winter, winter, winter, 

With rain and sleet and snow; 
Winter, winter, winter, 

You have made the flowers go. 

The leaves are falling fast, 

The birds have all flown home; 
It does not take a sage to tell 
That winter now has come. 

The ground is bleak and barren, 
The wind is swift and cold, 
And ’round the warm fireside 
Many tales are told. 

Neill Owen, ’28. 

* * * 

Bass: "What time is it?” 

J. B. Wilson: "What differ- 
ence does it make to you. You 
are not going anywhere until 
2:30.” 

Heard in 1985: "Well, well, I 
expect to see the new building in 
a few years.” 

* * 

Mrs. Johnson: "Vaughan, why 
were you late today?’* 

Vaughan: "The street car 
jumped the track.” 

Mrs.' Johnson: "Why did that 
affect you? You came in your 
automobile.” 

Vaughan: "You win. I’ll pay 
the time.” 

* sjs 

Martin: "Randolph, do you 

believe in Santa Claus?” 

Randolph: "I do until ex- 
ams.” 

Martin: "Why not longer?” 
Randolph : "Because when 

they are over, I know there ain’t 
no Santa Claus.” 

♦ ♦ 

Mr. Ball: "A goodly number 
of seniors will receive diplomas 
this year.” 

Mr. Cherry: "Let ’em try to 
get ’em.” 






t. 
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OWED TO DUTY 

For the Bulletin we must write; 

It seems a hard thing to do. 
But to dear old M. B. A., 

We must all be true. 

In English Five we write and 
write, 

And never rest at all; 

Fd rather be in Latin Four 
Reading about old Gaul. 

But still we write and write, 
And study so very hard. 

Until I think I’ll die 
In an asylum ward. 

But still the Bulletin calls, 

And it calls so loud and long 
That all the boys are writing 
To keep it going strong. 

John B. Wilson, ’28. 
m * * 

Teacher: “What is the mean- 
ing of nightmare?” 

Campbell: “Isn’t that some 

kind of a dark horse?” 

* * « 

Do your Christmas study ear- 
ly and avoid the failures. 

« ♦ ♦ 

The bird that prevails in Span- 
ish 6 is Wrenne. 

« ♦ * 

Mr. Cherry: “Where is angle 
X?” 

Noble: “Still in the chalk.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Mrs. Ball: “Hill, why are you 
late?” 

Hill: “I started too late to get 
here early.” 

* * * 

M. B. A. will celebrate the sil- 
ver anniversary of the burning 

of the building in 1951. 

♦ * ♦ 

If the plaster in ’Fessor Cher- 
ry’s room don’t fall soon, some 
one will be disappointed. 

« Xc 

Professor Ball, bring the hall 
to order: “You two colored gen- 
tlemen — Greene and Brown — 
separate.” 


For Sale: One Ford; has been 
in a few tight places, but will 
run if reassemble. See Sisk at 

M. B. A. 

♦ # • 

THEN THE FUN COMES 

The season now is done. 

And basketball is here. 

For every game is won 
Again this second year. 

We have playedi and won each 
game; 

We played hard from blast to 
blast. 

And now comes the fame 
As the season is o’er at last. 

When the season first began, 
And we were in the camp. 

It ne’er occurred to us 

That we’d be again “State 
champ.” 

And now come the letters 

Which do proclaim our state. 
And soon will come the sweaters 
To every team-mate. 

Hugh Goodman, ’28. 

« 

“You think that you’re Napol- 
eon,” 

The bughouse inmate cried! 
“But say, kid, I’m your Water- 
loo,” 

His goofy friend replied. 

“You say that I’m Napoleon? 

Your upper flat’s for rent. 
How could I be Napoleon 
When I’m the President?” 

4 

•He went upon the ocean 
To be a sailor lad. 

The ship it hit an iceberg — 
The rest is just too sad. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

AN M. B. A. STUDENT’S LET- 
TER TO SANTA CLAUS 

Dear Santa Claus: Please 
send us a new building for 
Christmas. We need it so bad. 
Never mind, Santa Claus, it does 
not have to be real new. Any- 
thing will do. 
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The football team of Montgomery Bell Academy went 
to Columbia to play C. M. A. and came back with the long 
end of the count, 56 to 0. All during the game the M. 
B. A. backs swept around and ploughed through the Cadets’ 
line for gain after gain. M. B. A. moved the ten-yard stick 
twenty-eight times, while C. M. A. moved it only six. 

M. B. A.’s line held time and again when the Columbia 
lads would try to break through. The only way C. M. A. 
could gain was by the overhead attack. 

Worrall ran the M. B. A. team well and gave several 
displays of his usual broken field running. His educated 
toe gave M. B. A. eight extra points after touchdowns. 

Miller, Coggins and Goodman played a great game in 
the line. Green, Viaughan and Hackman divided backfield 
honors with Robbie Worrall. 

Captain Haynes and Coffey were the bright lights in 
the Cadet backfield. Huston and Sowder were the best 
linemen for the losers. 

M. B. A., 35; K. C. H., 0. 

The football squad of Montgomery Bell Academy left 
with Coach W. H. Kirkpatrick twenty-one strong, over the 
Tennessee Central for Knoxville. The Red and White team 
was to encounter their toughest opponent for two years, 
Knoxville Central High. It was to be the second game of a 
double-header on Armistice Day at Shields-Watkins Field. 
After riding the Pullman all night the train arrived in 
Knoxville at 8 o’clock. Then out to the hotel for breakfast 
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and a rest before the game. Knowing that they would be 
outweighed, M. B. A. was expecting to offset this in their 
fast offense. The Knoxville line averaged 180 pounds from 
end to end. The game started at 3 o’clock, after the Mc- 
Callie-Knoxville City High game had been concluded. 


Knoxville won the toss and chose to receive. After 
kicking out of bounds twice the ball was put in play on the 
40-yard line. After making one first down. Central punted 
to Worrall, who returned it 25 yards to M. B. A.’s 42-yard 
line. Johnson made 25 through tackle; Worrall added six; 
Johnson made seven; Green made seven; Hackman added 
five, placing the ball on the five-yard line, where Johnson 
went over for the first touchdown. Worrall kicked goal. 

Blair kicked off to Walden, who brought back the ball 
twelve yards. Central failed to gain and Walden kicked 
to Worrall, who returned it to his twenty-two-yard line. 
On the next play, Worrall, sidestepping, stiff-arming and 
running with the speed of a deer, ran seventy-eight yards 
for a touchdown. He added the extra point. 

In the second quarter Blair punted to Walden, who 
touched the ball, and Hirsig recovered for M. B. A. on Cen- 
tral’s eleven-yard line. In three plays Green and Hackman 
carried it to the two-yard line, where Hackman carried 


it over. This ended the first half, 21 to 0. 

Early in the third quarter Worrall got away for a 
twenty-two-yard run and a penalty for slugging put the 
ball on Central’s two-yard line, from where Vaughan 
plunged over. Worrall missed goal, making the score 26 
to 0. 

Walden took the kickoff and brought it back thirty 
yards. On the next play Walden took a pass from Thomas 
for thirteen yards. “Pinkie” then skirted end for fourteen 
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yards and first down with the ball on M. B. A.’s twenty- 
dght-yard line. Kreis fumbled on the next play and M. 
B. A. recovered on their own twenty-eight-yard line. Hack- 
man made twenty-one yards, being stopped by Walden. 
Green made three and Central was penalized fifteen yards 
tor holding. Worrall then went twenty-three yards around 
end. Green got twenty-one yards off tackle. Hackman 
went over for the last touchdown. Worrall’s kick was good 
lor the extra point, making the score 33 to 0. 

The last M. B. A. point came when, held for three downs, 
Blair punted fifty yards and the ball rolled behind Cen- 
tral s goal, where Walden tried to run it out and was tackled 

score 35 to 0. The game ended 

With the ball in midheld. 


Coach Banks made this statement after the game: ‘‘It 
IS no disgrace to get beaten by such a team.” The block- 
ing was perfect, the interference ticked off with the regu- 
larity of a 21-jewel watch. The backs charged low and 
tast. The defense lay in the powerful offense. Walden and 
Thomas were Central’s big guns in the backfield. As to 
Centrals line, some of them might have whipped Gene 


The starting line-up was as follows : 

M. B. A.— Miller, L. E.; Patton, L. T.; Hirsig, L. G.: 
Goodman, C.; Brown (Capt.), R. G.; Myers, R. T.; Blair 

R. E. ; Worrall, Q. B. ; Johnson, L. H. ; Green, R. H. ; Hack-^ 
man, F. B. 

K. C. H.— Phipps, L. E.; Kreis, L. T.; J. Jett, L. G.; 
^nas, C.; Bearden, R. G.; Bunch, R. T.; Martin, R. E.: 
Walden (Capt.)), Q. B.; Daniels, L. H.; Foust, R H • 
Thomas, F.B. ’’ 


M. B. A., 52; H. F., 0. 

“Perfect ending of a perfect season.” 

That is what the newspapers had to say regarding the 
outcome of our annual game with the “Blue Devils,” played 
in the Vanderbilt Stadium before the largest and most en- 
thusiastic gathering of football fans during the entire sea- 
son. The above cold figures meant to the disinterested fans 
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simply that Hume-Fogg had received a severe drubbing at 
the hands of their ancient gridiron enemies, but to the heart 
of every Montgomery Bell player, student, alumnus and 
loyal backer came the realization as the game ended the 
fact that at last an M. B. A. football team had accom- 
plished what had been their hopes and dreams for five 
years, at which time past we were defeated by the ‘‘Up- 
town High.’’ Well, we won’t say how much, but then, fifty- 
two, you will have to admit, is more than fifty-one. 

The game started at 2 :30. Humie-Fogg won the toss 
and chose to receive from the north goal. Decker received 
the kickoff and brought it back seven yards. After mak- 
ing one first down they were forced to punt. Worrall 
brought the ball back fifteen yards before being forced out 
of bounds. M. B. A. started by making three first downs 
and carried the ball to Hume-Fogg’s thirty-yard line, where 
they fumbled. After failing to gain, Hume-Fogg punted 
out of bounds on M. B. A.’s forty-yard line. Worrall made 
six, Hackman three, Vaughn six and first down. Hackman 
then made nine yards through center, and on the next play 
ran for a touchdown. Worrall kicked goal. M. B. A. did 
not score again in the first quarter. 

The second quarter started with the ball in Hume- 
Fogg’s possession on their own twenty-five-yard line. 
Decker punted after Hume-Fogg failed to gain. Starting 
on their own forty-yard line, M. B. A. marched down the 
field for another touchdown. Worrall added the extra 
point, making the score 14 to 0 as the first half ended. 

M. B. A. came back in the second half and staged one 
of the greatest offensive attacks witnessed here in some 
time, making thirty-eight points. 

Robbie Worrall raced ninety yards on the opening kick- 
off for a touchdown. He missed his try for the extra point. 
Hume-Fogg fumbled on the second play after the kickoff 
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and M. B. A. recovered on Hume-Fogg’s twenty-seven-yard 
line. Buddy Hackman carried the ball over, in three at- 
tempts, for a touchdown. Worrall again missed goal for 
the extra point. 

M. B. A. kicked off to Hume-Fogg; a bad pass from 
center to Decker caused a fumble and Patton recovered for 
M. B. A. The ball was on Hume-Fogg's twenty-yard line. 
Hackman made seven and Vaughn made first down by 
gaining six. Hackman carried it across on the next play. 
Worrall scored the extra point. The third quarter ended 
a moment later, the count being 33 to 0. 

The final quarter started when Worrall returned a 
Hume-Fogg punt thirty yards to their thirty-yard line. 
Hackman made twenty yards and Worrall called upon Pat- 
ton, a lineman, to carry it over. The try for the extra 
point failed. Viaughn next intercepted a Hume-Fogg pass 
on their forty-yard line. Several good gains by Worrall, 
Vaughn and Hackman led to a touchdown, Vaughn carry- 
ing the ball over. Worrall missed goal. Worrall inter- 
cepted a Hume-Fogg pass and ran thirty-five yards for a 
touchdown. Worrall kicked goal, making the score 52 to 0. 

Buddy Hackman and Robbie Worrall were the stars 
in the backfield, although Capt. Herbert Brown and Char- 
ley Vaughn played their best game of the season. Every 
man in the field deserves much praise. The entire line 
played a great game. Coggins and Myers were outstanding. 

For Hume-Fogg, Guthrie was the only man in the back- 
field who was able to gain. Franks played the best game 
in the line for the losers. 

The line-up : 

M. B. A— Miller, L. E.; Patton, L. T.; Coggins, L. G.; 
Goodman, C.; Hirsig, R. G. ; Myers, R. T.; Blair, R. E.; 
Worrall, Q. B.; Vaughn, L. H.; Hackman, R. H.; Capt. 
Brown, F. B. 

H. F.— Sills, L. E. ; Fottrell, L. T. ; Franks, L. G. ; Fish- 
er, C.; Higgins, R. G.; Johnson, R. T.; Burkett, R. E.; 
Guthrie, Q. B.; Leake, L. H.; Framer, R. H.; Decker, F. B. 

Officials — Referee, Carroll, umpire, Emerson; head 
linesman, Adams. 
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SOUTHERN CHAMPIONS 

Little did we think last September, when “Coach” Issued 
first call for all football candidates to report, that we would 
at the end of the season be the proud owners of the title, 
Southern Champs.” 

M. B. A. has scored during the past season in seven 
games 344 points in 328 minutes of actual play. At the 
same time our defense was so solid and substantial that no 
opponent has been able to penetrate our twenty-yard line. 
In 1925 we scored in nine games a total of 566 points to our 

opponents’ nothing, making a grand total for the two years 
910 points. 

So far as is known, and several authorities have been 
consulted, Montgomery Bell Academy is the only school 
that has ever been fortunate enough to produce, two years 
in succession, a football team that has scored over a point 
a minute each year, and at the same time have not a single 
point registered against them. 

The team of this year has been declared by coaches, 
sport writers and football critics over the entire South the 
most powerful “prep” school team they had ever seen in 
action. It was a team that used the forward pass more 
as a threat than anything else, fully three-fourths of their 
gains being made on oflF-tackle and short end-run plays. 
This style of play, of course, called for fast and furious 
charging on the part of our linemen and deadly blocking 
by our backfield men. 

It was, in short, a team made up of eleven men that 
knew what to do, how to do, and when to do it, and did they 
doit? Let the record speak for itself. Our hats are off to 
.you. Southern Champs, and may the team of next year go 
you one better and wear maybe yet another title. 
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